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Don't You Cry Tonight 


Author's Notes: 

This is loosely (actually, almost entirely) based on an experience from my personal life. | can't be bothered to 
read through it again and I'm feeling weird. In any case | hope it makes sense/l hope some of you like it. It's set 
in 991, supposed to be shortly before Izzy leaves the band. | don't know if that makes the ending really sad, 


but whatever. 


My entire body convulses as | heave up mouthful after mouthful of yellowish bile into the empty silver trash 
can Izzy manages To place on my lap just in time for me to sit up and start throwing up. My right arm 
tightens around it, gripping the cold metal close to my shuddering body, while my left is busy steadying myself 
against the wrinkled but pristine white sheets of the large wooden bed | am currently occupying a corner of. 


Being an inanimate object and all, the bed is entirely still, but, to me, the whole world is spinning. 


| am vaguely aware of strong hands holding my blonde hair back to avoid it getting caught in the path of my 
vomit. One of them rubs my back comfortingly. | retch once more before squeezing my eyes tightly shut, 
violently willing everything to stop swimming before them, but to no avail. Tears of angry frustration spring up 
in them and | do my best to keep them in, but an unavoidable sob rocks my body, followed almost immediately 


by another round of puking. In defeat, | hang my head lower, as close to the trash can as possible. My vision 
remains blurry and shaky and wavering, but, at least for the time being, at least for tonight, | think my body's 
all out of things to regurgitate. 


Why do | find myself in this position so often? 


| don't think | have the brain capacity to think about that right now. I'm drained, exhausted, and, honestly, all 
out of fucks to give. | don't even remember what happened exactly. All | know is that | drank far too much 


vodka far too fast. | don't even know how | made it up the stairs and to my hotel room. 


As | open my eyes a little, | catch a glimpse of Izzy, loitering uncertainly nearby, his black hair hanging over 
his own eyes, shielding him from the world. Yet | can feel them on me, know he's watching me. I'm almost glad | 
can't see them. | don't need that pitying look Im so used to. The signature Izzy Stradlin "I pity you" look is 


almost worse than Axl's wrath. Almost. 
But then, who is he to judge? 


l'm thankfully ripped from my distressing thoughts by Slash's voice. Ah, so he was the one holding my hair 
back. 


"You good, man?" He slurs. He sounds just as intoxicated as | am. Well, maybe not quite as bad, because I'm the 


one throwing up in a fucking trash can, not him, right? 


| don't even know what city we're in. After a while the hotels and the venues all start to look the same, 
merging into one routine, blurring and dancing before my helpless eyes in an endless cycle of booze, cocaine, 
screaming fans, music, booze, more cocaine, girls, and more booze. After a moment, | realize Slash is still 


waiting for an answer. 
"Y-yeah." | stutter, my voice sounding foreign. 


"Kay, Im crashing. See you fuckers." | sit back in time for my hair to fall back down softly around my 
shoulders instead of into the trash can, blonde curls framing the pained expression on my contorted face. 
Slash's voice sounds distant, there's a ringing in my ears. I'm only vaguely aware of the bed shifting a bit as 
he gets off it and tosses himself onto the smaller bed in an opposite corner of the spacious, dimly lit room. | 
glance sheepishly at Izzy, shame and misery evident in my watery brown eyes. My bottom lip won't stop 
quivering. It's like a fucking earthquake, | find myself thinking. When did | become such a fucking baby? 


The dark-haired rhythm guitarist sighs sympathetically, staring back at me from where he's leaning against 
the closet located next to a tall mirror (which | avoid looking into at all costs), lit cigarette in hand. | feel 
terrible. There's twilight in the ashes that drop onto the carpet as he watches me. | know I'm a fucking mess 
and | don't know why he still puts up with me. He's always the only one left with me at the ends of these 
(unfortunately frequent) nights. Axl and Matt have taken to sharing a room separate from us - they're 
getting along quite well and they don't like to get as fucked up as the rest of us do. Slash always falls asleep 


fairly quickly. Even now, his obnoxious snores fill the room, not even two minutes after he left this bed, but to 
me it's just background noise. My eyes are focused on Izzy, watching expertly for signs of anger or 


disappointment, even in my inebriated state. The air seems pungent with my guilt. 


| feel the need to apologize, but I'm not sure what for. Sure, vodka fucks me up like this a lot, and sure, he 
has to put up with it (or he chooses to, and | don't really understand that), but just because his poison of 
choice used to be heroin, that doesn't make him any less guilty of being a fucking train wreck. It took him a 
long fucking time to kick his habit. Maybe I'll get there one day, if my addictions don't kill me first, | don't know. 
In any case, I'm not sure of what to say. | never am. So instead of groping around for some half-assed apology, 


| just say the first thing on my mind. 


‘Iz... I'm scared" My voice is still trembling and my eyes are trained nervously on his. A tiny, watery smile 
crosses his lips, breaking his stony expression, a terrifying look thats somewhere between warm compassion 
and wounded despondency. After a few moments of both of us frozen in place, he gulps. Then he stubs his 
cigarette out in an ashtray on my night-table, takes the trash can from my unsteady hand, empties it in the 
bathroom sink, and, next thing | know, he's beside me on the bed. He doesn't speak, but he doesn't have to. 


His rough, cracked, calloused hand covers my own and strokes it soothingly. A few of the tears that seem to 
have found a permanent place in my eyes spill over and | let my eyelids flutter down. | lean back into the 
pillows someone placed behind my back | squeeze his hand tight as a final wave of nausea overtakes me and | 
find myself having to let go in order to rush to the bathroom after all to heave the remains of my insides 


into the off-white toilet. It leaves me with gloom and a coldness | can't shake. 
lm empty. That's all | am. 


Numbly and gracelessiy | make my way back to the bed, back to Izzy, my anchor to reality in this grotesque 
daze | call my life, and hoist my shivering body into the crisp sheets. My eyelids drift downwards and he 
speaks for the first time since this started tonight. I'm glad for it; | can't stand his silent burning gaze. 


His deep voice sounds removed, as though I'm hearing it through a wall or something, and yet it warms my 
entire body. l'm so much more grateful to him than | could ever even express. Sometimes | think | can't go on 
but he's always there to remind me that | can, despite being a man of few words. He can coax me through 


any situation, even if it kills him to do so. 


"Know that I'll always be here, Duff." His voice is cold, monotone, but also somehow tender, caring, and it's just 
what | need to fill me with a vague, drunken sense of peace. He begins softly humming the tune to Don't Cry. | 
love the way it sounds in his husky voice. He is looking straight ahead at the wall when | turn my head to 
catch a glimpse of him before | allow my tiredness to finally take over. 


A tiny smile forms on my lips as | finally drift off into another night of uneasy, angst-filled dreams. But this 


time I'm not as afraid of them. And | won't be next time, either. Not as long as | have him. 


